CHAPTER        EIGHT
'Yes/ said Mr. Sumner, 'a great many.' A light
glittered in his eyes. *I heard of such a place only
yesterday.*
'Where?'
'On Broadway. It happened like this. Two
young men were coming out of a restaurant. They
were about to jump into a taxi when a coloured boy
accosted them. He asked them if they had any desire
to go to a place whdre they could find drink and
women/
'And had they?" I interrupted.
'For the sake of the experience, yes. They went
with the coloured boy, and eventually arrived at a
quiet-looking house, somewhere In the fifties. On
entering the house they were shown into a room
containing some twelve or fifteen women.
This was thrilling. I said, 'What were the women
doing?*
'They were drinking/ said Mr. Sumner*
'What else?'
Mr. Sumner looked at me somewhat impatiently.
* It was not so much what they were doing there. The
point was that they were obviously women of a
certain type, who would be willing to go home with
any man who would pay them to do so/
Irreverently, I thought of certain highly respect-
able parties I had attended, in Europe and in
America, where the highly respectable guests were
also women of a certain type, the only difference
being that their fees were about a thousand per cent,
higher. However, one could not tell that to Mr*
Sumner.
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